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Meek Peace by th/ hand, and Joy will come again
To eVry breast, and softer feelings waken
In every heart: in thy heart also waken;
And tears of sweetest longing wilt thou weep,
Such as thine eyes have never shed.   This heart,
Now filPd by Heav'n, will softly open
To some terrestrial heart.    Thou hast begun
By blessing thousands; but thou wilt conclude
By blessing one.

JOANNA.          Dauphin!   Art thou weary

Of the heavenly vision, that thou seekest
To deface its chosen vessel, wouldst degrade
To common dust the Maid whom God has sent theef
Ye blind of heart!   0 ye of little faith !
Heaven's brightness is about you, before your eyes
Unveils its wonders; and ye see in me
Nought but a woman.   Dare a woman, think ye,
Clothe herself in iron harness, and mingle
In the wreck of battle ?   Woe, woe to me,
If bearing in my hand th7 avenging sword
Of G-od, I bore in my vain heart a love
To earthly man!   Woe to me !   It were better
That I never had been bern.   No more,
No more of this !   Unless ye would awake the wrath
Of HIM that dwells in me!   The eye of man
Desiring me is an abomination
And a horror*

CHARLES.    Cease!   'T is vain to urge her.

JOANNA.   Bid the trumpets sound!   This loitering grieves
And harasses me.    Something chases me
From sloth, and drives nae forth to do my mission,
Stern beck;mng me to my appointed doom.

SCENE V.
A KNIGHT [in Tiaste].

CHARLES. How now?

KNIGHT.                       The enemy has passed the Maine \

Is forming as for battle.
JOANNA [as if inspired]. Arms and battle I